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to imagine at times that I shall stumble upon one that
is really different from the others. If possible, how-
ever, I try to make other arrangements: my optimism
has reasonable bounds.

Here we are, then. Once more we are quiet dignified
gentlefolk staying at a quiet dignified hotel. My room
is more fantastic than usual. It has all the appearance
of having been at some time a corridor, though poss-
ibly it is really a section of what was once an immense
drawing-room. Whatever it was, it is now an extra-
ordinarily, inhumanly long and narrow apartment, a
place ripe for a German film producer. At one end is
a long narrow window and at the other is a long
narrow wardrobe, which has a mirror that always
offers me a monstrous  distortion of  myself,  who
appear in it as if I were fully as broad as I am tall.
This is, of course, an obvious optical illusion, but Jt
adds nothing to my pleasure. It is quite impossible to
have a night's sleep in this room, which must have
been designed by some one who either never slept or
never did anything else. Over the door is a large fan-
light that is brilliantly illuminated alJ night because
the lights in the corridor outside are never turned out.
(They will be to-night, however, even if the bodies of
the night-porter and the Boots are found afterwards
near the switch.) There is no escaping this illuminated
fanlight once you are in bed, and no doubt advertising
people will soon take advantage of the fact. But that
is not all. This room is on the first floor, just above the
main door of the hotel, and my pillow is not more than